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transport Ms commodities — cloth or furs — to the fairs and 
Various parts of the country, has no other means of convey- 
ance. Hundreds of kabitkas are often seen slowly making 
their way along the :great roads, paved with the trunks of trees, 
and conducted by a few carriers. -The men are at the same 
time the hawkers and carriers of all Russia ; they halt in every 
Tillage where they hope to meet with buyers, and travel all 
over the vast extent of those cold northern regions. 



A MIDNIGHT RIDE IN *.&8; 
f-Aitf i; 
FiFTT-Foxm years' haVeilbw elapsed since the Irish rebellion 
in 1798, and thougli at that time I made no inquiry into the 
merits of the quarrel; arid 'knew little of the actors in it, and 
cared nothing either for them of their motives, I have reason 
to remember the hot summer of that eventful year; as if it were 
but yesterday. I was 1 residing in my father's riduSe; in Danie- 
street, Dublin, and waS at undergraduate df Trinity College; 
which I had entered ixl '97. In the city we heard little of the 
rebellion, and its conedihitaht miseries, and I selddin s|Serlt a 
thought upon it, except when reminded df its existence by the 
sight of the various corps of yeomanry, wMch had been formed 
by the lawyers and other public bodies. Prisoners were 
occasionally dragged in by the military, and handed over to 
the tender mercies of Major Sirr, in the Castle, who dealt with 
them as to him might seem fitting. " Poor devils ! " was the 
only exclamation either in pity, sympathy, of antipathy, 
which ever escaped me or my cdihpahibns oh meeting with 
them. Polities, I remember, I considered " confounded hum- 
bug ;" and " umting," as forming a connexion with any of the 
secret associations of the day was called, the height of folly ; 
but a good dance at an evening party I looked upon as a very 
serious business, which ought to be attended to in an earnest 
spirit. My sisters were both older than myself, and were fully 
imbued with the half sentimental, half traitorous notions so 
ripe at the time, and watched every movement with painful 
anxiety, either from some vague feeling of romance, or the 
instinctive sympathy which most women feel for the weaker 
side in every quarrel. But I laughed at their notions, and 
lost no opportunity of heaping such ridicule as I had at com- 
mand upon the "patriotic" party. Once only were rily 
feelings fairly roused to such a pitch, that I cursed the rebels 
in my-ieart, and. wished them every drie hanged; drawn; arid 
quartered, and that was on the memorable flight iii May; when 
the whole Protestant population df the bity turned but iii 
expectation of an attack fr bin the south: 1 had beeU invited 
to a ball in Meffion-squaf e; but in corisfecjuehee of the aiariri 
it -was postponed sine node. Sine lllm laeJvrymee. 

I had ait Uncle living iii "Wickldw, about nine mile8 from 
the townbf'RatharlM^upbn a small lafided property; iflbst of 
which he farmed Mffiself. He was an old man, and a' widower, 
and his family consisted of one son and two daughtef s, who 
had been at school in the neighbourhood of London for nearly 
three years'; but after their' ..mother's death, which had 
occurred but recfelitiy; they had remained at home. Floating 
rumours, of the beluij' and accomplishments of my fair eoiisins 
had occasionally reached Me through my sisters, with whdfH 
they corresponded; I rerheinbefed nothing of them myself; 
as I had not seen them for six years ; Wit every brie knows, 
and I knew too, what % difference six years make in a girl 
who has already reached fourteen. From listening to con- 
versation about them"; I at list begari to -join in it, and 
my interest was incf easing day by . Bay; . when ah invita- 
tion to spend the summer with them came from my uncle. 
Enamoured as I was of the joys of a city life, I felt strongly 
disposed to accept of it. Not so my father, who feared to allow 
me to travel in the disturbed state of the country ; but his 
glowing representations of the dangers of the way only 
roused my ardour, and I was already, in imagination, a vic- 
tor over hosts of "base lackey peasants," whom I fancied 
myself leading captive to Grana Hall, and presenting to my 
ceusihs ag the first fruits of my valour. My uncle assured 
us that his neighbourhood was still very peaceable, and, with, 



true Orange fervour, expressed his conviction, that if any 
disturbances did arise, the loyal yeomanry of the neighbour- 
hood would put them down in a manner tha't would strike 
terror into ,the hearts of all evil-minded persons. Animated 
by these assurances, 1 feddubled my - solieitdtibns to my father 
for permission to set out; but when a letter from Lily, the 
younger of the two Misses Gilbert, expressed the warm desire 
ivh'ich herself and lief sistef felt to see me, my importunity 
knew ho bounds. I was hot to be denied any longer. " "Well, 
Charles," said my father, after a long controversy one evening, 
" go, if you will ; but if you are shot Of hinged; don't blame 
me. Wehadbettef, however, give you as gb'dd a chance as 
possible; and as my friend Captain Hudson is govhgdown to 
the town of "Wicklow, with a troop of dragoons, oh "Wednes- 
day, I will drop him a ivdte, and ask him to take you under 
his escort thus far." > 

Nothing co-aid have pleased hie better: 'the following day 
was spent iii practising the brtiadswbi d exercise in a hay-loft 
Over the' stables ; I had iib' heed for practice in pistol firing ; 
I could already ittufl^a candle at twelve, paces. The night 
before fiiy departure'; I was charging; in dreams, in the ranks 
of the dragoons iii a Heady fight; scattering the rebel forces 

" Likfe thin clouds before a Biscay gale," 

arid was highly complimented by Captain Hudson . 

The eventful morning came. My portmanteau was sent 
over early, and placed on the militarj' baggage-cart. At break- 
fast I was too excited to eat much, and my attention was, at 
all events, distracted by the innumerable messages which my 
sisters charged me to deliver, and one-third of which I never 
did deliver, and cautions from my father as to how I was to 
demean myself on the way. 

At last 1 started ! I was mounted on a " bit of blood" from 
my father's stables, a little bay mare, which we called " the 
Lyanna, " an Irish word meaning pet, or darling, and in truth 
I loved her as my life. She was small — in fact, rather "below 
the middle size, long in the body, and rather hollow in the 
back, with short symmetrical limbs, broad, but compact, and 
by no means clumsy hoofs, and possessed great width of chest. 
But it was in her head that I delighted ; it was the perfection 
of symmetry, and was surmounted by small, delicate, silky 
ears, that were ever in motion. Her two large dark eyes 
beamed with almost human gentleness and docility. She was 
at. this time about six years old. I am thus particular in 
describing; because, as will be seen presently, she played a 
prominent and important part in my tale. 

Captain Hudson was a man of about fifty years of age, " 
thirty of which lie had spent in the field, in every part of the 
wb'fld. His iron-grey hair and moustache, bronzed features, 
Calm but piercing grey eye, tall, erect,, and sinewy frame, and 
a deep scar on Ms cheek, made hiiri id appearance the beau- 
ideal of a veteran soldier of fortune. He had commenced Ms 
military career in the East Indies; and the only sparks of 
enthusiasm or deep feeling I ever noticed in Ms conversation, 
although he was a constant visitor at my father's" house, was 
when he recounted the exploits of Clive; that marvellous man 
whose wondrous genius and daring made a handful df Euro- 
JSean soldiers more thari a match for countless hosts of the 
fiercest chivalry of the East. From India he had passed to 
America, and was there engaged during the whoie. b ; f the war . 
df independence, often wounded, twice made prisrihef, and 
suffering at times incredible hardships from cold; hunger, and 
fatigue; fcut enduring all with a sort of pMegmatic indifference, 
as if the worst misfortune that could befal hint was incidental 
to HiS tiib'fessibn, arid consequently hot td tie complained of. 
He had received a collegiate education, arid had been a fellow- 
student of my father's, and still retained a strong love for the 
Greek and Roman classics, the only tie that bound him to his 
youth ; for all Ms relatives were dead many a year before Ms 
return to Europe. He had been verj' successful wMle at the 
university, and still devoted his leisure hours to study. 

On arriving in P„athdrum we stopped for the mght. The 
captain and I put up at the hotel, and the dragoons were 
billeted in various houses tMough the town. On the folio win" 
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morning he resumed h*s march to Wicklow, where he was to 
stay for a few days, and if all remained quiet he was to pro- 
ceed to Hacketstown, a small town on the confines of the 
counties of Wicklow and Carlow, there to await further orders. 
Grana Hall was but ten miles distant, in another direction, 
however, across the hills ; so here we separated. He advised 
me not to set out until the following day, when a corps- of 
yeomanry would be marching part of the way, as the news 
had arrived a few days previbiisiy that a Strong body of the 
rebels, under the command Of Holt, had passed Wifckhrtv Gap; 
and were dispersed in small parties iii the vicinity I jbibihiSbd 
to abide by his ^instructions, but sifter ah fibur'S Wdftderihg 
through the little town, then ho better than a hairnet; I felt sb 
lonely and dull; and withal so impatiefii tb fe^bhitty Jbiirriey's 
end, that- 1 Ordered my h'brsi, aiid despite iii*; idridlbrcl 5 ! wliii^ 
ings and eriifedtibs; Set but Mbhe'j leaviHg dir'feetibils t8 have' 
my portmanteau sent bii with thb f bbmaiiiy. Tiiis ivas ihb 
commencement bf my ihisfbftuiieSi 

For six miles I rode in safety across 1 wild hilis arid rbmahtic 
glens, the pebplfe bri the wayside " clamping " their turf; and 
moulding their pbtaioes, and the children sporting iii the 
fields, or iburigiiig at the cabin doors in the surijthb picture! 
of happiness bhd contentment; I began tb think t&e feoel- 
lion was a shahi, arid ail the stb'ries I hdd hb&rd dbbilt it 
were lies ; and thai in short there was »ib rebellibri; Abbiit 
mid-day I arrived at the village bf .Auglitilii; hi tile midst bl 
a barreil district surrounded by .glihi nilllj bf skvdgb dsjbbbtj 
covered Mekly with gi-by rbclts, ihdi; lobkbd Itbrri Hrict ibf bid- 
ding, as the hot sun gleamed fiercely lijibii tlieiti. Here I fed 
the Lyarihd; arid Had a turabler bf whisky^urich, an Irishihan's 
beverage at all tiihbs; and iii all seasons. lit Summer he oriiiks 
it " to keep but trie hate;" and iii whiter tb " dhiivb but the 
could." Thus fortified; ive agairl prbeeeabd. A crowd bf the 
villagers asiembleti to see ihe start, brisbrvihg mb apparbiitly 
with great curiosity; and I noticed thai -fclife women shbbk 
their heads; ihd Ibbked at me with d pitying expressiefl 6f 
countenance j but rib'thing was Said. 

My road ribw lay dlbng the banks bf a mountain streani, 
amidst the Same wild uninteresting sce'iiery, but after dbout 
two miles it turned abruptly at right angles into a wide and 
rather rbmahtic glen; The hilis on each side were well 
wooded, bi - cbvered with heathbr; and rcse from the river's 
brink almbst perpehdichlaTly. The waiei bbiled fiercely albhg; 
amongst the huge boulder stones ^hibh frerii time tb tihtb liad 
rolled dewn from the mountain side'; aiid the willows along 
the bank leaned Over; waving iri the evening breeze; like ft 
lover drinking in the riiusic bf his mistress' voice. The road 
was cut hi the side of the hill, and was full of windings, caiiSbd 
by the irregularities of the grbtihd. The ibhg Bins of the 
mountain ash threw their shade' derbSs it; save wrierb; herb 
and there, the sun ftting ih a fostering rdy iibbh grben banks 
covered with bluebells and dailies: He was aireddj sinking 
in the west,, and his light, as it fell athwart the hill side; shbd a 



golden hue bn the tree tops beyond the stream, while the 
clear rich notes of the blackbirds were gently wafted across' 
through the balmy air. There was no extended prospect, 1 
could at no point see more than ten yards in advance : on my 
right the hill rose perpendicularly ; on my left was the river, 
more wood, and another steep ascent. It was exactly the time, 
the clime, and the spot for lovers to whisper their vows, br 
children tb spbrt and gambbl. 

A sudden and rather steep incline brought the read almost 
oh a leybl -?vith the rivbr; and at the bb'ttbih; the latter was 
spanned by a sifcail rustic stone bridge, dcrb'SS which a Sort«f 
iaiie led Tip iiifo' ike %obd bti the bther side; Lbutigihg in 
various attitude^ at iliB fe'btfter; ivbre fivb br Six ihbtt; Some 
Smbkihg; hilt all dinied; ai I bbiild sb§ the Stbel gledimng in 
the SUA; wldlfe still at sbriie distdnbe; _ At ihb fltSt rtfbment of 
slirprisb; I felt bbhiidbtahiy alarttibd;' and; ! ' I dth frbe to 
cbrifesi;" raihbf dis ; p 1 bse ; d to iiirri aiid_n|f; But tether ieflec- 
ttbrx bohvthcbd nib that firy Safest course wSs to -advance 
bbldijr; as if uhebtiscibus bf danger, for if thb bbjeeis bf my 
fear were friends; flight would make inb f idiculoiiS ; if enemies, 
it wbuld be useless; ai bhe wbil-airhbd ball wbvdd Cut short 
m$r cateer long before I cbtild rbkbh the turii of the road. I 
fbde brl ; a shbrt thick-set man* with thih pale fabe; btit rather 
iatfeliigeht fedtureS; dnd a black beftrd bf at. least a- week's . 
growth; advanced, aimed with a ihusket aiid bayonet, and 
plailtbd himself in the behtie bf the rbad strfiight iii ihy way, 
iebkihg dt ihe with the cdlih; imperturbable air of bhb whb had 
d duty tb perfbrin; aiid mbkht tb peribrrH. it; thbiighiiwas a 
matter bf ho persbiidl interest ih the world to hiin ; This was 
encourdgirig i tries! ilf b ft yebihanry piquet; thbught I, sta- 
tibhed here as a iiibasuib bf p'refedutirih to exaihihb ttli passers- 
by ; but it is biiribus" thdt thby die hbt all iri ifflfdrftj; ah, 
perhaps it'S hbt flebb|sary uflleii ki head qtiartetg; ..It took 
hut a setond to cbhsble iiiyseif with reflections like these. I 
was roused by a peremptory brdeir tb stop. I pulled up :' the 
party oh the bridge starbd at me with silence, while their 
ccmpariibn seized the herse by thb bridle, and said in a tone 
phlegiiiatib as his ibahner — 

" "Where are ye frctt, an' wheire ate ye gein' to r" 

" Fi-bhi Rathdrum last." 

'■ Te're ah Orangbinan !" 

" Sfb, I'm nbt : 1 khbw tibtjiiiig ahd cafb hbiiiiiig about 
brange or green." 

, " Well, thlhj it ill becoihes a JHlttyiibk thdt ! § MfiaWi wan 
thing her t'dther te be ridih' sb hite 1 a bdslb; wnbii hdiiester 
inin's thrdilipih' on fbot. Ah' if ye'fb hbt OrdiigS ybtSelf, ye 
bbibhg to the breed anyhow, for hbw ihb difil ellb 'Would 
yb gbt iatb sich a hist b' Tory huhthetl as iti'diMrti ! Get 
dbivn, I ibli ye;" drid suiting trie dbtibii tb tlii wb+d, he- 
pulled my left foot from the stirrup 1 ; diid with it Sitidrt push 
sent me scrawling on the rbad dl ihb bthbr sidei I rose, 
covered with dust and boiling with r!g"g; Btit what. HSp'p'bned 
afterwards I must reserve fbt dribthbt bhajjier;;' . - ; ; 
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It has been the custom fbif sevefHi htihdrbd ^IBts fbr those 
amongst the SwiSs peasantry who ban find iib bbbiip'atioh at 
home, to serve for hire in the armies of foreign 1 monarchs"; 
Having been always celebrated for their fidelity tb those 
whose cause they have once undertaken, most of the kings of 
Europe have kept them as a body-guard. 

The dangerous nature of the calling they follow is, how- 
over, perfectly well known, both to themselves and their 
relations, and consequently, when a young man leaves home 
witli the intention of seeking his fortune in foreign armies, - 
both he and they but too keenly feel the uncertainty of his 
return. His reappearance is, therefore, hailed by his own 
friends and. the other villagers with as much jpy as if he 
had risen from the dead. 

The return of one of these wanderers is portrayed in the 
accompanying engraving. And the artist has delineated with 



wondrbiis skill arid feeling, the unbxp'e'cie'd Jofj tftl rl6rrlg Made 
happy; ^ ^ , 

The mother; btisied with her household ^btkj is sebtt iti the 
ebrher of the kitchen : the father, tvhbse' Jocks tiine' has 
whitened, and who is now quite deaf, is rejf&rairig tni old 
family Bible which lies open on his knee. That 6bbK to him 
is something beside divine : it is a volume that wakes up old 
memories, deep and tender. There he has inscribed the births, 
the marriages, and, alas ! the deaths in two or tliree instances, 
of those he loves. By him stands his grandchild, full of joy 
and surprise, telling good news, news that makes the heart 
leap up with gladness. It is the decline of the day. The. sun' 
is sinking, and a flood of golden light is on the scene! The' 
mother has been speaking of by-past days, speaking hi an ; 
undertone, and whispering to herself the name of one whb^ 
is, to her most dear. She has been thinking of her son, far" 



